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CALEB AND HIS WIFE.
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see, I'm expectin all the time when Kel-lup'- H

I'nd out 'Squire Lorin's paid."
"What'll you do then?"
"I don't know."
Mrs. Droppers's dilated eyes were fixed

on space. .
"You know I told you not to begin If you

couldn't amount to 4 nothin'." said Mrs.
Blair. "I guess I'd better be goin'."

When Mrs. Blair had reached the door
Mrs. Droppers opened her dry lips and said
resolutely: "

"I mean to amount to something. I ain't
goin' through all this for nothln', I tell
you."
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her guest through the entry. "Don't speak
loud. He ain't up. If twa'n't so cold I'd
ask you to se down in the parlor."

"Ain't up? Is Mr. Droppers sick?"
"No."
Mrs. Droppers gazed steadily Into her

neighbor's faee. She did not smile; but her
eyes had a curious glimmer in them.
."Why ain't he up, then. I should like to

know?" asked Mrs. Blair in a hoarse, half
tone.

"He's layln abed 'cause I won't give him
my money that 'Squire Lorin paid me,"
answered the other.

"What?"
The reply was repeated solemnly.
Mrs. Blair stared an instant: then she

bent forward and clasped her hands over
her knees, beginning to laugh silently,
swaying herself up and down as she did so.
As soon as she could speak she made this
announcement :

"Oh, I shall die!" Then she laughed
again.

Mrs. Droppers's eyes continued to have
the same glimmer in them, but she did not
smile.

"I should let him lay." said Mrs. Blair
when she was more calm. "I call that
childish enough. He'll have the worst of
It. I reckon. Hannah." gazing seriously,
"tie you goln to be firm?"

"I guess." said Hannah, "that I've finally
come to my firm streak. If Kellup wants
to stay in bed I'm wlllin to take care of
him."

"If you want my son Willie to help 'bout
chores I'll send him over," offered Mrs.
Blair. "It happeps,. luckily, that the har-vesti- n'

's all done. It's kind of a lull on the
farm this time of year."

"I know it. I don't think I sh'll need
WTill4e; if T do. 111 let you know. Y'ou must
remember 't I waa brought up on a farm,
n always used to help father."
The two women sat for awhile whispering

to each other. When Mrs. Blair rose Mrs.
Droppers begged her not to say anything
yet. "Let the neighbors find out by de-
grees," she concluded.

"Oh, lor," returned Mrs. Blair, "Mr.
Droppers '11 be up 'fore night. He can't
stan' it to stay there."

"I d know; he's kinder stubborn,"
"No matter If he is; he'll soon have

enough of layln still."
As Mrs. Blair walked through the yard

she heard the voice of Mr. Dioppers from
the bedroom crying:

"Hannah! Hannah!"
She hesitated, a broad grin on her face.

She wished to go back and hear what he
was going to say. But perhaps it was as
well that she did not, for this is what the
gentleman said when his wife promptly ap-

peared at his door: . .

"What you n that cussed old woman
whlsperln' about?" he asked.

"She ain't quite so old's you are, Kellup,"
was the reply.

"No matter," furiously; "she's a cussed
old woman, any way. What was sho
sayin'?"

"She told me that her Willie might help
mo do the chores."

Mr. Droppers snarled.
"And I said." went on his wife, "that I

could git along first-rat- e myself."
"Oh, you did. did you?"
"Yes. Do you want nothln'. Kellup? II'

you don't I guess I'll make some of theai
pancakes t you like so well."

"No. I don't want nothln'. Y'ou needn't
stan there any longer."

Mrs. Droppers made the pancakes. In the
next few days she cooked many things that
her husband particularly liked; and he ate
them, for his appetite continued good.

One or two neighbors dropped la; and
when they found Caleb abed they Spread
the news. Callers became frequent. The
people of the hamlet talked over the case.
Some of them advised the man and some
the wife.

As for Mrs. Droppers she did not mention
to any one save to Mrs. Blair the cause of
the bed-ridd- en state of Mr. Droppers.

"I should think such an active man's your
husband's always been 'd miss his exercise
terribly," remarked Deacon Bicker.

"I guess," said Hannah, "that he gits
more exercise than he's ever had. He ain't
still a minute, 'cept when he's asleep. He
kicks awful."

"What 'pear to be his sym'toms?" was
the next inquiry.

"You better ask him; he c n tell you bet-
ter 'n' I can."

A week had gone by. Mrs. Droppers did
the barn work and the housework, and
found time to cater to her husband's palate.
Things had now begun to go on as if they
had always been going on that way with
the head of tho house lying in bed, and the
woman attending to indoor and outdoor
affairs. Mrs. Blair saw her neighbor every
day. and every day she said:

"Hannah, be firm. Don't you begin
nothin you can't carry out."

On the morning of the eighth day the pa-

tient's appetite failed him. He desired
neither sausage, nor ham, nor souse.

When his wife had taken away the tray
he called her back.

"I wish you'd se down a minute." he
said: "you look s if you'd dart off 'fore I
could speak."

Mrs. Droppers sat down.
"How you gittin along with the work?"
"First rate."
Mr. Droppers appeared to hesitate. Then

he asked with a slight timidity of manner:
"Do you feel jest the same 'bout givin'

me that money?"
"Yes. Y'ou ain't treated me right."
Hannah grew pale. She tried to keep the

tremor from her voice.
"Hannah" Mr. Droppers paused; then he

began again. "Hannah. I've be'n thlnkln'
that mebbe I ain't took jest the best course.
Y'ou wero always a good wife 'n' savin.
P'raps we can p'raps we can kinder com-perml- se

some way."
"How?"
Hannah's Hps quivered.
"Mebbe you'll let me have part of that

money. If you will, I'll git right up off this
bed this minute."

Something in his wife's face made Mr.
Droppers suddenly put his hand out toward
her.

She seized the hand in a strong grip.
"You sh'll have half of It." she said trem-

ulously, "but I do think. Kellup. that It be-
longs to me 'much s it does to you."

"So do I so do I," was the magnanimous
response.

So Mr. Droppers rose from his bed and
went about his business.

If you should dine with the Droppers I
think the table would be decorated, with a
dinner set of flowing blue.

Mrs. Blair always says that "that layln
abed done Mr. Droppers a lot if good."

Maria Louise Tool, in New York Tribune.
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her companion's shoulders with a firm grip.
She backed her toward the lounge andpu?hcd her down upon it.

"There, there," she paid, placing herselfalso on the lounge, and speaking as If shewere addressing a child. "Sh sh don'ttake on so. I s' pose you've be'n overdoin'
n them hog's leaves 'n sassages. It'sdretful hard work puttin up pig. I always

thought. I dread it more n more everyyear. N Mr. Droppers killed two this fall,
didn't he?" .

, "Yes. he did," was the smothered answer,
'but 'taint tryln' out leaves I'd be wlllin'to try out leaves all my life If if Kellup d

pnly be dlf'runt," with an explosive ilnlsh-In- g

to her sentence.
Mrs. Droppers had never In her life be-

fore spoken of her husband in such terms.
Hut to think that ho wouldn't let her touch
that hundred-dolla- r bill her own money,
too! And the worst of it was that It was
Just like him. He had never allowed her to
handle any money. She didn't know tho
feel of it. He bought everything; and he
had every cent of' the butter and eg
mony. though she made the butter and
took care of the hen3 and she was willing
to do-- It. Sometimes she saw women withpurse that had silver and bills. In them.
The dight of them mado her blood grow hot
with longing. She knew that she was
lodged, and clothed, and fed as well an any
of her neighbors. Some of these neighbors
were allowed to have a small sum per week.

Once she asked her husband to allow her
something, if only 10 cents a week; she
promised to bo careful of it; she would not
be extravagant.

Mr. Droppers had looked at her in amaze-
ment. Then ho had said mildly that ha
guessed she must be crazy, and didn't knoy
what she was talking about.

She had lived fifteen years with her hus-
band, and why should she expect him to
change? She didn't expect It, and yet-- As

she lay sobbing on the old lounge she
had a terrible feeling that "things had got
to be different."

"There! there!" sho heard Mrs. Blair re-
peating, as sho patted her back.
"You're all wore out, 'n your stomach ain'tright."

Hannah Droppers suddenly sat tip; her
hands had fallen from her face. Her eyes
were flashing.

"I ain't wore out neither." she cried,
'"cept as I'm used up with him treatin' me
s If I was a child, 'n not lit to handle

money n' what belongs to me, too. I
won't bear It! I've borne it long enough! I
want to git a few things into the house. 1

want to git a flow-i-n blue dinner set. I'd
give anything to have a llowin blue dinner
set; 'n 'twouldn't cost very much. I
shouldn't spend but little. 'Taint that I
want to spend, I was always savin. Mar
used to say I was real savin'. I won't stan
it! and my own money!"

These words rushed and almost tumbled
over each other as Mrs. Droppers sat up on
the lounge and kept pushing her hair back
from her faco with both hands as sho
spoke.

Mrs. Blairs took one of those hurrying
hands and held it closely. She was trying
not to show that she was frightened.

"Now don't you git excited," she said en-treatin-

ain't you got no soothin stuff of
any kind In the house? Shan't I put on
some catnip to steep? I s'pose you dry
some catnip every year, don't ye? It's a
good plan."

Mrs. Blair was trying to "distract Han-
nah's mind."

Mrs. Droppers became a little more quite.
Sho smiled slightly, as she replied:

"Yes." she said. "I've got a lot of catnip
up in the attic. I always throw away tho
year before's; wo don't never use none, but
I save it. I save everything. I don't want
none now. You're real kind. Mis' Blair. I
ain't never spoke out before. I hope you
won't tell nobody. I ain't one to complai.i
of my husband. You won't mention it, will
you?" beseechingly. ,

"Not a syllable," was tho response; and
Hannah knew she could trust this woman;
she had known It when she "give 'way,"
though she had not meant to act like this.
But already she was conscious of a slight
relief, and of a longing for still more. Thero
was a curious sensation of strangeness and
triumph in her pulse, as If she had loosened
her shackles.

She rixed her shining eyes upon the large,
anxious face before her.r 'Tain't fair." she said, "and I ain't goin
to bear It. Jest 'cause he's my husband he
needn't act so. I ain't goln' to bear It, I
tell ye!"

Mrs. Blair was silent. She was thinking
that Fhe didn't want to meddle between
man and wife; she didn't believe in it. All
the same, she was conscious of a feeling of
thankfulness if there was any prospect of
"Kellup Droppers gittin his come-up-panc- e."

She gazed In some admiration at the
woman beside her.

"Hannah." she said, "you look ten years
younger this very minute! and," admir-
ingly, "you're jest as pretty s you c'n be."

Hannah blushed.
"No, I ain't pretty no more; I know that

well enough."
The two sat silent a moment. Then Mrs.

Droppers rose and looked from the window
toward the barn." 'Taint time for him to come in yet," she
said, " 'n now 1 ve broke the ice, I might's
well say a few things." Sho faced round
toward Mrs, Blair as she went on.

"You know they've got 'bout through set-tli- n

father's property." she said.
'Yes, so I heard," was the response.

"They're goin to pay over the last of It
next week." went on Mrs. Droppers. "I
met 'Squiro Iorin', 'n' he told me so.
There'll be over four hundred dollars
apiece comin to each of us children. Now,
I've made, up my mind to have that. Don't
vou think I've got a right to have that,
Mis' Blair?"

"I do." solemnly from Mrs. Blair.
"So daI. n I will. You see if I don't. It's

from my own father; 'n I've worked here
jest as hard as Kellup has. year in 'n year
out. I'm goln to have It."

"How'll you" manage, I sh'd like to
know?"

"I can't tell. I've got to think It over,
'n decide on some plan. You won't lisp a
word of how I've been jes now?"

"No, no. I won't. Don't you worry 'bout
that. But there's one thing, Hannah Drop-
pers, that I must say," impressively.

"What's that?" eagerly.
"Jest this: If you start on anything, don't

you give in mind what I say if you start,
don't you give in. If you do, you'll bo
worse off'n you ever was."

"1 shan't give in."
"You take notice I ain't advisin you

either way."
"Oh. I know that."
"I don'; i.lieve in meddlin between man

and wife. But. if 3011 start, be Arm, Han-
nah Droppers."

"You'll see." said Mrs. Droppers.
Mrs. Blair turned to the chair where she

had placed her cup. Sho took the cup and
hurried from the house.

She had gone a few rods down the road
when, she felt Impelled to . turn back. Sho
retraced her steps and again entered the
house she had just left. She did not know
that Mr. Droppers had come from the barn
and was standing at the sink mixing shorts
and meal and water in a pall. The open
door hid him from Mrs. Blair's view; but
she saw Mrs. Droppers putting wood In the
stove.

"Hannah." ehe said with great impres-slvenes- s,

"be Arm."
Sho hastened away without waiting for

anv re pi j.
Tho stick with which Mr. Droppers was

stirring his meal and shorts suddenly
ceased itJvmotion.

"What ffr thunder's the matter with MU
Blair?"

"She's jest be'n over here to borry some
cmnt'ins." replied Mrs. Droppers.

"What's that to do with you beln firm?"
was the next question.

"Nothin that I know of," was the an-
swer.

Mr. Droppers turned and gazed at his
wife.

"Sims to me you look brighter'n com-
mon." he remarked.

"Do I?"
"Sims to me you do."
Then Mr. Droppers took hi? pall to the

barn and Hannah went to the north buttery
nnd cut off some slices of souse. She mixed
tho brown-bre- d cakes, and warmed the
souse, feeling an exhilaration that she did
not understand. But her hand was not
quite steady, and she let one cake fall on
the; stove when she essayed to turn it. She
whipped off the dough into a plate and put
it in the pig's pail; and she felt no com-
punctions as she did so; she was sus-
tained.

Supper was ready when the head of the
house camo In. The two sat down opposite
each other, and Mr. Droppers began to eat
hungrily while his wife was pouring his tea.
But when Hannah essayed to swallow some
of the food she found that she could hardlv
do it. She drank her tea and buttered a
cake.

After a while her husband raised his ey$a
from his plate. He held out his cup for
more drink.

"Ain't vou eatin nothln'?" he asked "Be
you sick?"

"No. but I ain't got much appetite to-
night."

The shining of her eyes caught his glance.
Ho sucked up his tea with some noise, then
he said:

"I'm sure I d' know what's come over ye,
Hannah, but I ain't seen ye look s much s
you did when I was courtln ye 's you do
to-nigh- t."

Mrs. Droppers colored, but she made no
other reply to her husband's remarks, and
presently he. rose, lighted his lantern and
went back to the barn to finish his evening
tasks.

Hannah's excitement and exultation con-
tinued through the night, and prevented her
from sleeping. Her own wakefulness seem d
accentuated by the deep, snoring slumber
of the man Inside her. She was glad when
tt was morning and she could go about her
work.
-- At half past 8 Mr. Dropnrs drov off with-- a

load of cider apples. He went down the
road. At a quarter to 3 Mr. Droppers's
wlfo walked off toward the village. She
went u? the road. She passed by the home
of the Blairs. Mrs. Blair was at the open

door shaking a mat. Thetwo women said
good morning to each cither. Mrs. Blair
restrained her desire to express ihe surpr.se
and curiosity she felt at sight of her neigh-
bor at this hour. She stood for some min-
utes watching the slight figure hurrylns
along the road.

"I do wonder what she's got In her head."
sho thought. "Of course she can't amount
to nothin'. I wish I'd told her again to bo
firm."

She asked herself whether It was too late
to shout that advice, and sho concluded
that It was.

The woman who had thus started forth
did not slacken her quick walk until she
came to a large white house on the out-
skirts of the village, A small L projected
from this building, and on this B was a
sign statins that here was 'Squire Loring's
otMce. Tho 'squire opened the door to his
visitor, and. as he ushered her in, he re-
marked gallantly that Mrs. Droppers
seemed to be growing young. "Not." he
added, "that she is so old as to need to
grow young."

But Hannah did not notice this compli-
ment. She would not Fit down. She took
hold of the top of tho chair tho 'squire had
placed for her.

"You know you said you were 'hout ready
to pay the last installment of father'sprop'ty," she said abruptly.

"Yes; by next week, I think."
"I railed to ask you to give It to me

'thout lettln Mr. Droppers know. I c'n
sign the receipt 'thout iettin him know,
can't I?"

"Certainlv."
"That's all I wanted to say." Mrs. Drop-

pers turned and walked out of the oflice.
She almost ran, being suddenly possessed
by an unreasonable fear that her husband
would return and discover that she was notat home. She had gone by the Blair house
when she heard a window thrown up vio-
lently, and then a voice crying:,

"Hannah, be firm!" 1

She paused long enough to nod her head
in an emphatic affirmative.

Mrs. Blair closed the window, saying in a
whisper that she, for one, did not believe
In meddling between man and wife. Then
aloud:

"I do hope that woman won't begin noth-
in she can't carry out."

As the next few days passed Mrs. Drop-
pers's inability to eat continued in a no-
ticeable degree, and she drank a good deal
of tea. She also kept looking so bright andyoung that her husband was again remind-
ed of the time when he was courting her.Perhaps this fact made him notice her
somewhat more, and one day he brought
home from the store sutlicient calico, of a
red and green pattern, to make a gown. Itwas a hideous pattern, but Hannah pro-
gressed to like it. and when she was alone
she shed a few tears over it.

"But I'm goin to be firm jest the same."
she said, rolling up the calico with a steady
hand.

It was on Thursday of the following week
that Mr. Boring's horse and buggy came
into the Droppers yard, and the 'squire
presently entered.

"I knew Mr. Droppers was away, and I'm
read to pay over that money," he said when
he had seated himself in the kitchen, where
Hannah was making cider applesauce.

She resolutely suppressed an inclination
to tremble. She could not speak, so she
only looked at the 'squire.

"I've brought you the bills Instead of a
check." he went on. "I thought you'd like
the bills better."

"Yes. I should." she answered. She
watched him count them. There were four

lar notes, three tens and
sixty-fiv- e cents in change.

He gave her a piece of paper to sign. She
was obliged to try three times before she
could control her hand sufficiently to dareto put the pen to the paper, and. when she
did so at last, her signature looked like
that of an Old woman.

Mr. Loring Faid something, she did not
know what. Then he rose and felt heraone.

He had put the money in a little pile on
the table. She had not yet touched It. Now
sho hastily drew the curtains and locked
the doors. Then she sat down and took
the money In her hands. She counted it;
sho stroked the crisp paper; she jingled the
change. She raised her glittering eyes and
said boldly, in . loud voice:

"I don't care; it's mine It's mine; 'nI've a right to have it."
She spoke defiantly. 'Presently she saidagain:
"It's mine every cent of it."
And after a time:
"I'll have that flowln blue dinner set

bime-bye- ."

Her cheeks were . very red. She put the
back of her hand up against one cheek and
then another.

The clock seemed to tick more rapidly
than ever, and before she had thought ten
minutes had passed an hour had gone by.
There was a knock at the front door.

"Some pedler!" she cried. She rose hur-
riedly, with the money in her apron, and
went to the door. She opened it a crackand shook her head to a man who said hehad a new kind of needles to sell. She
watched him go away.

She had begun to try to think where she
should hide this treasure. Her mind ranover places, at the barn and house, and re-
jected them all.

At last she folded the j"tti carefully in a
thick brown paper, en:;;:1 u !V contents ofthe sugar-bo- x into a tin pan. placed thepackage in tho bottom of the box. andthen poured the sugar back. She set thebox in its place. As she stood gazing at itshe heard the sound of wheels in the yard.
That was old Charley's trot: she would
know that trot anywhere. Mr. Droppers
had come home more than hour earlier thanshe had expected him. Inatantly the sugar-bo- x

assumed a suspicious appearance to
her more than that. It even seemed to pro-
claim, somehow, that there was the sum of
$1.7).G." in the bottom of it, under the sugar.
She hurriedly placed a folded tablecloth infront of the box. and she was pumping
water rather aimlessly into the sink whenher husband entered. He had a couple ofsquashes in his hands, and he remarked, ashe put them on the table, that Zeb Bateswas always braggin' that turban squashes
were better than Hubbards; 'n Zeb hadmado him take these to try.

"When you use um. Hannah, I wish you'd
save the seeds. I declare. " noticing whathis wife was doing, "you must like to pump
better'n I do. If 'twas a drv time therewouldn't be no water left in the well."

Mrs. Droppers let fall the handle of thepump. She glanced toward the buttery
door, which was oen. She saw the table-
cloth in front of the box. Then it occurredto her that her husband might think it was
odd that the cloth was in that place. Shewas sorry she had left it there. She wantedto hurry and remove it; but she did not do
so. She moved deliberately, took off theteakettle cover, and looked In.

Mr. Droppers was unwinding a brown
comforter from his neck.

"It's gettin' awful chilly." he said. "Ev-ery day I think it's goin' to snow, 'n every
day it don't. I met 'Squire Borin between
here 'n' the Corners. I ast him If 'twant'bout time for the last payment on your
father's prop'ty."

" Mrs. Droppers stopped to see If therewere any chips In the bottom of the wood-bo- x,

behind the stove. With her head thusbent she inquired:
"What d' he say?"
"He said 'twas time. He 'peared to be In

such a hurry that 1 couldn't put any more
questions; he drove right on. 'Squire's all
right, but he's terrib slow 'bout bringing
anything to pass. I wish you'd git that tea-
kettle to boilin', Hannah, for I want to
givo the hoss a warm maslf. IIe3 a little
off his feed."

Mr. Droppeis went out to unharness; his
wife filled the stove with wood. From le-in- g

red. her cheeks had gone pale. She
leaned her hands on the table, staring down
at the turban squashes.

"T don't see why I should eel exactly s
if I'd stolen that monev," she whispered.
"I couldn't feel no different if I'd brokeopen somebody's house 'n' taken $130.Gj. It
makes mo mad to feel so, when it's mine."

She glanced up at the buttery. "I'll take
that tablecloth away from that sugar box."

She removed the cloth, and she gave the
box a careless push "to make It look nat-
ural." But. strange to say, she could not
make it look natural.

When Mr. Dror.pers came in for the hot
water he revert M to "Squire Dorin and ex-
pressed a wish that somebody eh:e had been
executor of that will.

"Why." said Mrs.' Droppers with some
spirit, "you've just got $o from father'sprop'ty."

She wanted to spur herself on to a littlemore courageous stale of mind.
Tho next week passed with great appar-

ent calmness, the only incident being a call
from Mrs. Blair, who came ostensibly to re-
turn the cup of emptyings. During this
call Mrs. Droppers informed her friend that
she felt as if sho were "settin on a kag of
gunpowder with a slow match bumin up
toward it."

"'N' It makes me mad, when It's my own
money," with some fierceness.

"You don't mean you've got it, Hannah
Droppers?" cried Mrs. Blair.

"Yes. I do. 'N it's jest as bad as If I'd
stole it. I declare, I d Unow what I shall
do."

The speaker sat .otvn opposite her guest
and gazed at her In a way, as Mrs. Blair
afterward said, "that made her backbone
creep 'n crawl."

"I shouldn't nothln'," promptly re-
sponded Mrs. Bl ilr. "All you've got to do
is jest to be nrn.."

"i know it; r all the tim I'm tempted
to go n git mat money 'n' give It to
Kellup. n' say, 'There, take It: I feel s If I d
committed the unpardonable sin. keepin It
from you,' It's dretful the way I am in my
mind."

Mrs. Blair vnaue no reply. She sat In
silence, wondering how it could be this way
between man anc" wife. Mr. Blair, she was
thinking, gratefully. wasn'thny such kind
of a person as Kellup Droppers; and
thanked the Lord for that.

She rose after a few minutes.
"Somehow, you don't look natural." she

said. "I'm 'fraid you don't sleep, Hannah."
"I ileep some," wis th answer. "You
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I.
A QUESTION OF MONEY.

Mr. Caleb Droppers was a larse man with
a .mali head. It had been said, of him that
thero wero the best of reasons why "Drop-j.or- s

couldn't have much brains, 'cause, ho
hadn't any place to keep um." Ilut, as It
v is "Poorhouse Jo" Garth who made this
observation. Mr. Droppers tried not to be
rnVnded. Ho remarked In return that ho
i; !nt know's anybody ut God was respon-

sible for what Jo Garth chose to say, and
1.. . for one. wasn't jroin? to interfere with
God. Then the speaker put his hand up to
las forehead and drew it slowly down to his
chin, pulling-- out the narrow tuft of hair
which prow below his under lip.

His wife sat at the window "sortin over
tli tiwd clo'es." as Eha called her occu-
pation. She laid on the stand all the gar-
ments that needtfl mending; and she re-
turned to the basket all those that were
whole. She glanced up at her husband as
hh put his flannel undershirt, with a great
hoi", in the sleeve, on tho stand.

Sho had never-though- t about the size of
this man's head, but now she did notice
that it was, as sho would have 'described it,

monstrous small." Terhaps If It had been
larger-b- ut here ehe paused. Sho did not
think that she ought, even in her thoughts,
to wish thero was a chance for Mr. Lrop-- 1

rs to have more brains. "lie was jest as
was," she sighed.

Ur companion had stretched out his
riuht leg so that he might thrust his hand
into his trousers pocket. Ho pulled out into
view a large, brown leather pocketbook
which was encircled by a strap. Mr. Drop-- p

rs, in a very leisurely manner, l.gan tak-
ing the strap from Its loops. Meantime his
wife was gazing at him intently, and a pink
ro!or was gradually spreading over her
far''.

"Have you seen Dr. Forbes," she asked,
at last.

I seen him this morning," was tho reply.
"Has ho paid you for that pieco of --my

land?"
Mrs. Droppers felt the red coming deeply

to lur cheeks; it wa beginning to burn her
lor head.

"Yt-s.- more In a grunt than a word.
Mr. Droppers had now opened his pocket-boo- k

at the compartment where the bills
wero arranged at length. Ho began to
count these bills.

"Did he give you three thousand dollars?'
Fhe asked.

-- Yes or he shouldn't have had it. He's
goin.' to call for tho deed this evening."

Mr. Droppers was holding a hundred-dolla- r
bill and scrutinizing it.

Tho woman bvnt forward; sho extended
her hand.

Kellup." she said, "lemrae take the bill a
minute."

"What for, I sh'd like to know?"
''Cause I never had so much money In my

hand. I'll givo it right back to you."
"Pooh! That's a regular womanish no-

tion."
"Hut do lemme, Kellup."
"I ain't no patience with womanish no-

tions, I tell ye."
Mr. Droppers began to lay the motley

back In the book.
"You know I wouldn't try to keep it,"

said Mrs. Dropp?rs. "I jest want to hold
It a minute to see how It feels to have a.
hundred dollars in my hand."

"You're real silly, Hannah."
"Won't you. Kellup?"
"So; it's too foolish." The pocketbook

Was folded togel'ier.
"It's pay for my land that " father left

me," said Mrs. Droppers. Her eyes had
bright drops in them. Her heart was beat-
ing in her throat. Sho was awaro of an in-
tolerable sense that would presently suffo-cate her.

In tho midst of this emotion sho won-oer- ed

If her hustand would have been dif-ferent if he had had a larger head. Howsmall it did look, set between those broadhould-rs- .

She sat back in tjio little low rocker andtried to be perf.-.-tl- still. At that instantshe wondered if sh had ever loved theman who was trapping his pocketbook
with the pay for her land in it.

Mr. Droppers crossed his legs and lookedover at his wife. Ho spoke pleasantly, andhe smiled a Jittle.
"I know your lather left you that land,Hannah, but I'm your husband, 'n' I eantake care of your money better'n you can "
"Hut I only wintt.1 to hold thf bill a min-ute. I never he.'d a hundred-dolla- r bill inmy life."
"You're real foolish, Hannah, 'n that's afact."
Mr. Droppers rose, and went to tho win-dow, gazing out of it.
"Thrt wind's got round east, n I'll bet wosh'U have snow "fore mornin."He walked to the door and paused thereto say: -- Hannah. I wish you'd make someof them rye 'n injin cakes for supper, 'n'have a bit of souse. I've been in the airb'mttch to-da- y .hat I feel powerful eatish."Mr. Droppers passed on out of the house,nnd his wife saw him going across tho yard!o the barn. She gazed intently at him un-

til he had gone from sight.
Then she took up the next article In thebasket and turned it over and over In herhands, with her eye fixed on it. The gar-

ment was her husband's whlto Sunday
hirt.
Suddenly her hands closed on it tightly

nnd there waa a sound of tearing cloth.She had torn the shirt down its length. Or.rather, it se .ned to her that her hands haddone it without any command from her.
She glance.J through tho window towardthe barn. The wide yard was empty. Apile cf dry leaves from the two maples flewup in the air and went toward the west.

Those-- leaves had been blowing back andforth all tho fall. Some men would haveraked them up. The yard was always
"cluttered." Hut. deep In her heart, Han-
nah Droppers knew that sho didn't care forthat: it wasn't that which made her now
suddenly press her hand to her sido with apiteous gesture.

"So he wants rye 'n' Injin cakes 'n pouso
for supoeV," she said to herself. "Wall "
rising. "I guess I e'n git um for him, Hut
1 can't eat no supier; 'twould choke me. I
ileelare." now sneaking aloud, "1 jest wish'twould choke me."

A step came along the passage that ran
from the woodhotise to the kitchen. Thedoor was open into this passage.

"Ib-l'o- : you alone?" asked the. woman
who entered; "thought I heard you talkin':thought I heard you wantin to be choked."

Mrs. Droppers turned quickly and gath-
ered up the torn shirt, rolling it tightly.
She was pale now.

"I've been feelin' kind of discouraged
lately. komi how." ho responded: "I guess
my stomach must be out of order."

"LikHy's not. Take a little tinc-ture: sweet tincture's first rate for women
n' babies, I tell um."
"I b'lieve I will take some. Won't you

se clown. Mis Ulair?"
"No. I can't stop a minute. I want 'bouthalf a cup of empt'ins. Mine didn't turnout well, 'n' I don't dare to use it."
Mrs. Droppers took the cup extended to

her and left the room. The nefghlor staredabout her; she saw the shirt flung into thebasket: it had unrolled as it fell, and now
showed the long torn place.

"That's mighty odd." thought Mrs. Klair;"I don't see how any man could tear hishirt in that war."Mrs. Droppers came back with the cup.
"Have poor luck dryin your c!o'e. Mis'Droppers?" she inquired, glancing pointedlyat the garment.
Hannah's eyes followed the glance. Acurious spark came into them. She lookedfull at the woman before her.
"N. I didn't have poor luk." ;h an-

swered. "I tore that mvself 15 now "
oh:"

Mrs. T.lair grasped the cup. She stoodholding it a minute, her good-nature- d, sym-pathetic gaze on the face before her. "She
was thinking that she "didn't see how anywoman could start it with Kellup Droppers
And yd." In after clause, "vou couldn'tbring nothln special against him. He wasa good provider: ho didn't drink nor gam-
ble, nor run after women."

litre Mrs. I'lalr, who was a great dealolder than Calh Dropper's wife, took a step
forward and touched Hannah's :rm.

"Now. don't ye go 'n pit all down to thehnl." she said gently. "I can't bear to seeyou look ko. Ain't you got everything areasonable woman wants? a good home, arespectable man. 'n' n' so forth?"
The laughed a little at the endinof h'.r sentence. "
The strain of nomethlnt? that seemed al-

most like tenderness In her visitor's vcebroke Mrs. Dropper down. Without theleast warning nhe put hr hands to her faceand began to cry aloud, swaying1 back and' forth as she did so.
Mrs. Blair hurriedly eet her cup of"emptylcss" oa a. chair and took hold of

II.
HOW HANNAH REMAINED FIRM.

It was only two days later that she saw
by her husband's face, when he came home
from the village, that he knew she had the
money. She wished now that she had bold-
ly told him,' and then asserted that she in-
tended to keep the sum.

Mrs. Droppers did not mention the subject
until he had come in from his night work
at the barn. He sat down, with his feet on
tho stovo hearth, and looked at his wife,
who had a stocking of his pulled on over
her hand. She was drawing very thick
woolen yarn across a hole in this stocking.
Her face was In the dusk, above the shad-
owed lamp, but her hands wero in the full
light.

"Hannah," said Mr. Droppers. "I seen
your brother David to-da- y. He told me
that 'Squire Lorin had paid him the bal-
ance from your father'sprop'ty. I said the
'squire hadn't paid you. 'n ho said he
guessed he must have he wouldn't pay one
heir 'tnout payin the other."

Mrs. Droppers laid her stockinged hand
on her lap, and folded tho other closely over
it.

"Ho has paid me," she said distinctly.
She was looking down at her hands.
"When?"
"A week ago day before yisterday."
A silence, during which the woman

thought her heart stopped beating, and was
rather glad that it had done so. If it
should not begin to beat again she would
be saved all the trouble of being tirm.

"Where is it?"
Another silence. Hannah now becameaware that her heart had not stopped per-

manently, but that it was at present throb-
bing all through her, and making it diff-
icult for her to speak. But she must speak;
and she must be firm..

"It's my money, ain't it?" she asked.
"Where is it?"
"Y'ou don't tell me half the time when you

have money paid to you you know you
don't."

"Where is it?"
"And you wouldn't let me even touch that

hundred-dolla- r bill and that was mine,
too."

Her voice did not waver, but it was high
and shrill.

She clasped her free hand tightly over theono covered with a stocking. In doing so
the darning needle pierced her palm. She
was rather glad to feel the sudden, stinging
pain.

Mr. Droppers leaned forward.
"I'm going to ask you once more. Where

Is it?" he said.
His wife was impelled to glance up at

him. It seemed strange to her that her
only vivid thought at the instant was that
she had never seen his head look so small.

She made no reply. She supposed thather husband was about to burst out Intosavage invective; he was usually as wordy
as a woman when hi was angry.

He threw himself back in his chair; he
opened his lips and made some inarticulate
exclamation. Then he pulled himself up
and said slowly:

"I guess I won't say nothln' to-nig- ht. I'll
think it over. I shan't let it pass; no, I
shan't let It pass."

No more conversation occurred between
the two that evening.

Mrs. Droppers compelled herself to go on
darninpr with an assumption of calmness.
She wondered what kind of an appearance
she presented. As for herself, she felt that
she was half flame and half ice. But she
sat still and finished mending the pair of
stockings.

Mr. Droppers, at five minutes to 9, rose
and locked the outer doors and wound the
clock. A few minutes later his wife heard
the bed creak heavily in their bedroom.

Presently she hurriedly prepared for bed.
Sho was shocked and Indignant to find her
companion sleeping soundly. To her own
hazy surprise she herself soon fell asleep.
She did not waken until the clock was
striking six. That was an hour later than
she usually rose. Of course Mr. Droppers
was up long ago, Sho turned her head.
She dimly saw a head on the other pillow.

"Kellup." she said In surprise, "ain't you
made a tire yet?"

"No, I ain't."
"Ain't you goln' to?'. .
"I can't 'thout gettin' up."
Hannah rose on her elbow.
"Ain't you goin to get up?"
"Not till you've given me that money

'Squire Lorin paid you."
"You goin to lay abed till then?"
"I be."
Mrs. Droppers sank back again on her

pillow. She was perfectly still for a time.
Her lirst Impulse was to. go Immediately
and pour the sugar from the sugar box and
bring the package to her husband. She
combatted that impulse as being weak and
slavish, and sho had been weak and slavish
all her life.

"I guess you'll get real tired," she re-
marked.

"Mebby I shall," came the response from
the pillow.

Mrs. Droppers dre-se- d more quickly than
she had ever done. She was strengthened
by her sleep and by a high resolve to be
lirm.

In a short time Mr. Droppers heard the
clatter of the cook stove, and then, after a
time, he smelled the odor of coffee and fry-
ing sausage; and probably Hannah was
making johnny cake. A half hour passed,
and the bedroom door opened to admit his
wife. She brought a tin "wash dish" of
water, a cake cf yellow .soap and a towel.

"I thought you'd want to wash "'fore I
fetched in your breakfast," she said cheer-
fully.

The gentleman on the bed was astonished.l
He had heard his wife coming, and was pos-
itive that she was bringing the money. He
had immediately decided that he would for-glv- o

her and be very pleasant. He thought
also that he v.ouM get her some kind of a
present: she'd been wanting a comb to put
in the back of her hair when she went to
;ewing circle. Yes. he would get her one

of those combs that looked like tortoise
rhell, but that were not tortoise sTiell.

"Yes," he said grimly. "I do want to
wash 'fore I eat breakfast."

So he raised himrelf in the bed and ap-
plied soap and water to his face and hands.

After this process a bounteous meal on a
waiter was put before him. It was his
habit to be hungry for breakfast, and he
was hungry now. As he broke his fast he
heard his wife jingling the dishes in the
kitchen. Presently he called for more cof-
fee. It was Immediately brought.

"Have I sweetened it all right?"
"It's right enough."
Verv soon he was lying back in bed again

with the blankets drawn up over him. The
clock would soon strike eight. Mr. Drop-
pers was astonished. Was his wife going
to let him He there?

When the tray was taken from him there
was silence in the kitchen.

"Hannah!" he called; "Hannah!"
There was no answer. It seemed a long

time before he heard some one come
through the woodhouse. Then there was
the sound of milk falling into tin pans.

"Hannah!" he shouted.
His wife appeared at the open bedroom.

She had a handkerchief tied on her head
and a small shawl pinned tightly over her
shoulders. Her cheeks were red from ex-
ercise.

"What you be'n doln'?" he asked.
"Milkin'." she answered; "I used to milk

for father sometimes, 'n' you know we
never forglt how. That black 'n white
cow would keep liftln' her foot, but I got
'long well enough."

"Have you fed the pigs?"
"No: I'm going right back to do it. 1

know jest, how you feed um. You see I'm
later'n common this mornin', 'cause 1 over-
slept. I sh'll get up real early after this."

She turned away. Mr. Droppers kicked
under the bedclothes.

"Oh, the devil!" he cried, his voice some-
what smothered by the blanket.

Mrs. Droppers hurried back to the door.
"What say?" she asked.
"Nothin," her husband answered.
Mrs. Droppers returned quickly to the

barn. She finished the rest of the chores
without hurrying. She liked to be in the
barn. The odor of hay and the breath of
the cows and horse was somewhat com-
forting. She stood at the head of the Jer-
sey cow and- - stroked ita face, looking into
Its large, tralm eyes. It was pleasant to
lean against the horse when sho carried the
measure of grain to the manger.

"I'm glad Kellup knows I've got the
money," she said aloud. "That's kind of a
relief, anyway."

She sat down for a moment on the milk-
ing stool and leaned against the barn wall.

it's my money. Still I'd be wlllin to let
Kellup have 'most all of it. But he'd want
it all."

Sho shut her Hps together. "I guess I'll
see how long he'll stay abed."

She went into the house, carrying the
eggs from the henhouse in her apron.

She peeped Into the bedroom. Mr. Drop-pe- n

seemed to be asleep.
When she had washed the dishes and

swept the kitchen she thought she would
run over to Mrs. Blair's. The need of speak-
ing to some one was Imperative. Before
she had finished combing tier hair she saw
Mrs. Blair entennjr tho yard.

Mrs. Droppers hurried to the back door.
It was now 10 o'clock.

"Hush." said Mrs. Droppers, conducting
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the Russian government, may be KathorM from
the fact that ty charging the route a thn?anl
miles re.paveJ. H Is exacted that through
trains will be run over the roa.l within two years.

Gvr-su- has hern discovcretl in Jarre quantities
In VAg Horn county. Wyoming, ami is Win?
1v the fettlers for- roofing their nous-- .

into a thin mortar anl ireal ujon the u-i- f.

it soon becomes as har.l adamant, ar. l mak i
a most excellent against the element.".

Artificial ar3 are made of a y j.repare--
rubber. FUh-cclorv- d in the rough. th?y are
painted by hand In exact imitation of the re-

maining ear of the unfortunate customer, and as
carefully 'touched" ar.d marked over as an art-
ist's picture. Ttie marKer gets floO aiiece fur
them.

Mr?. Taul Deforre.t, of New York, a few days
ago bought, in an old book hhrp nar the jot
efflce, a copy of Homer's Iliad, for which ne
paid 0 cents. When fhe had it at home sh
found between two leaves which had been pasted
together, five J1W bills of the Dank cf Savannah
of -

far WUliam Hamilton mentions a tailor, who
name he does not give, vho was blind from
birth, and yet bv the of touch alone could
distinguish the 'patterns of Scotch plaids, usel
in the kilts of th Highland eo.tum-- . rnitchlng
the cloth ith ell the exactners that might
cxrcted of having perfect vision.

Th most ancient corrcr mins In the world
are thoe cf the Final -- ninsi;la. nar the ;u!f
of Fuez. Thev were abandoned three thourand
years ago. after having Uen wf.rkd for Ftr.ie
hnndreds cT vean. The procep u.ed in the re-

duction r.f the ore is iid to be rimilar In prin-
ciple to that U5se-- l nt the present time.

Stocklrgs were rr.a!e by machinery much
earlier than is commonly tuf P cd. a fnme for
stocking weavlnjr having been Invented In Hn.
land by Rev. Mr. I-- e. of Cambridge, in 13.
The ?tocking-maMr.- g machine are now ajmt
absolutely perfct. leceivirg the yen. sfartia?
tre stocking and turning the heel and toe com-
plete.

Women nnd SIcn.
Philadelphia Tress.

There is much truth In thU "nutshell of
sense:" A man of fine abilities doing noth-
ing is a sad fdRht. It L an economic fact
that educated women who ilml themselves
out cf the employment for which they have
a particular telent take the first honest
thing that offers, if it In chlld-nu.-Fl- ns or
ehamterma!d. But men consider such ac-
tion 'lowering' and refuse to die on the
streets, address envelopes or carry In a
load of wood, much 'preferring to borrow
quarters here and half dollars there, with
promises to p&V "when I get tht position."
Women tramps are few and far between,fljyyi m !! 1 11 1, j if 'n 1 toa

fill nCO I Baclcach,tIln''T 41111 nter-I- I
1 1 U till 1 1 ice. pains, strains, muscular

V weaiknesa, relieved q!ck a
nvnunvM m electric flash by CclllcVu I u: . I ' I ... . ... m.

The singular rnnis'im?nt- - for bigamy In Hun-
gary' Is to ccmiel the man to live with both
wives in one house.

The people of the United States real and pup-
pet t as many newspapers a--s Knglnd, France
anl Germany combined.

Charleston. S. C. has a eommlsylnn on shade
trees. In four yeara It has planted more than
1.000 trees in the city streets.

Fourteen ballomipts were either killed or badly
Injured durlnsc 1S?6. Two of these unfortunates
were women and both were killed.

Old plas lottles. which are more or less use-
less, are now ground up and employed as a sub-
stitute for Fand in the preparation of mortar.

Eighteen and one-ha- lf hands is the height of A
horse owned at Plymouth, Nch. The horse Is
sai l to be the largest west of the Mississippi
river.

A gentleman who would not plve his name pal 1

the postage on all the Christmas packages which
were held at the Boston postoffice because of in-
sufficient postage.

When a person sters on a wire doormat which
has been placed be lore the entrance of the new
city market of Sprlngtteld, Mass., the doors are
oiK-ne- d by electricity.

There are still living in Connecticut tv.enty-,fo- ur

daughters of pol tiers who fought in tle
Revolutionary war. They rre enough to make a
small society all by themselves.

In Jreece teachers contribute 5 per e'ent. on the
salaries, and the State finds the remainder in
trder to superannuate teachers after twenty-on- e
years of service, regardless of age.

The Contrregational Church Itulldlnq' Society
has no debt and has a building loan fund of
$315,571.07. During the pa.t year 110 churches
have received aid from this fund.

iTe Roentgen rays have a new sphere of use-
fulness. By their aid chalk can be detected in
flour, brickdust n Cayenne r'pper. sand In spices
and many other similar sophistications.

The wife of a Callfcrnla millionaire has taken
five little girls to rear as her own children. le-lievl- r.g

it to be her bounden duty to open her
home to those In need cf a mother's care.

The introduction of the new qulck-firin- sr artil-
lery in the French army will cost S.O'.UV. The
new Canet gun delivers five 110-pou- shells at
a range of lour and a half miles in one minute.

An apent of the Massachusetts Socley for the
Prevention cf Cruelty to Animals daily parades
the streets of Boston tliis winter bearing aloft
the appropriate banner: "Please Blanket Your
Horses."

Walter Nlchcls, twelve years old. has been
sentenced to nine years imprisonment at Suf-
folk. Va.. on two charges of grand larceny, one
of safe-breaki- ng and the other for robbing a
Jewelry itore.

The Island cf Pueto Rico Is more topulous
than Cuba, quite as rich end productive and al-
most as disaffected. The Spanish government
has been obliged to increase its fcrcea there, for
fear of an outbreak.

The bifrgest and most successful hog sale ever
attempted in the Pnited States was hell on the
Illinois State fair ground at Sj ringtieid. Jan.
1j. Forty-fou- r Poland China hogs brought the
high average of K'A.ZO each.

Falr-halre- d people are becomlnsr less namerous
than formerly. The ancient - Hebrews vjere a
fair-haire- d race; now they are. with few excep-
tions, dark So It is in a lescer defrrre with the
Irish, among whom 1 year? ago a dark-haire- d

person was almost unknown.
The National League of Commission Merchants.

In session at llr ston. adopted the following stand-
ard for apple !arrel: "Srcventeen anl one-ha- lf

inches in diameter at the head and twenty-?i?- ht

and one-ha- lf inches in the lensrth of tave, with
the regular bule In the center."

The majority of elders of the Presbyterian
Church of Ireland are oppefctl to the Introduction
of hymns and instrumental music In churches,
ar.d they are groaning inwardly over the fact
that In thU and ether matters they are 'bcund
hand and foot to the Scottish churches." i

Seme Idea of the mcgnitude of the rreat SI
berlai railway, now In coursa of ooostrucUoo by

j
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